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told me that he had bought some racehorses
and was training them at Chantilly; would I
come down and see them?

"I am not much of a judge of racehorses," I
replied, "and I don't know much about racing;
but I should not mind coming down one even-
ing. I could spend the night at an hotel, and
see the horses and your stable in the morning.
The life of the English stable lads in France
must be rather peculiar."

"It is droll," he said, "a complete English
colony in France. There are practically no
French jockeys or trainers worth their salt; it is
all English, English slang, English ways, even
English food and of course English drinks. No
French boy seems to have nerve enough to
make a good rider."

I made an arrangement with him and went
down. I missed my train and was very late;
I found that Lord Alfred Douglas had dined
and gone out. I had my dinner, and about
midnight went up to my room. Half an hour
later there came a knocking at the door. I
opened it and found Lord Alfred Douglas.

"May I come in?" he asked. "I'm glad
you've not gone to bed yet."

"Of course," I said, "what is it?" He was
pale and seemed extraordinarily excited.

"I have had such a row with Oscar," he
jerked out, nervously moving about (I noticed